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and never more keenly than when I am with yon, that I
was not made for this life, nor this life for me.'

41 cannot advise yon, Gontarini. What can I advise ?
But I am unhappy to find that yon are. T grieve deeply
that one, apparently with all that can make him happy,
shonld still miss felicity. Ton are yet very yonng, Con-
tarini, and I cannot but believe that you will still attain
all yon desire, and all that yon deserve.'

* I desire nothing.     1 know not what I want.    All I
know is that what I possess I abhor.'

* Ah ! Oontarini, beware of your imagination.1

CHAPTER XV.

THE storm, that had been apprehended by the prescient
affection of Christiana, surely burst. I do not conceive
that my publisher betrayed me. I believe that internal
evidence settled the affair. In a fortnight it was acknow-
ledged by all that I was the author of 6 Manstein,' and a!2
were surprised that this authorship could, for a moment,
have been a question. I can give no idea of the outcry.
Everybody was in a passion, or affected to be painfully
sensitive of their neighbours' wrongs. The very per-
sonality was ludicrously exaggerated. Everybody took a
delight in detecting the originals of my portraits. Various
keys were handed about, all different; and not content
with recognising the very few decided sketches from life
which there really were, and which were sufficiently
obvious and not very malignant, they mischievously
insisted that not a human shadow glided over my pages
which might not be traced to its substance, and pro-
tested that the Austrian minister was the model of at> old
woman.

Those who were ridiculed insisted that the ridicule called